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M.etN. 
by Ron Huhn 
GO O D morning, Mrs. Chalupsky. Ready for your exam-ination? 
Ah, yes. The good professors taught me well. "Upon 
entering the room," they said, "upon entering the room for 
the purpose of examining the patient, be sure to get a general 
overall view of the subject!9 They did not mention the 
stench of urine soaked mattresses, soaked by the incontinent 
aged . . . the stench of old age. 
How have you been feeling since I saw you last, Mrs. 
Chalupsky? Not too good? Well, let's check you over and 
see what's up. 
Start with the head, always the head. Start with the head 
of the beast. Hair? Matted, dirty, long. Ears? Pressed to 
the side of the head, dirty, hairy, too big for the head. Old 
people's ears are always too big for the head. Eyes? Pupillary 
reflex—present. 
Follow my finger with your eyes Mrs. Chalupsky. That 's 
it. Now cover one eye, then the other. Tell me which you 
see the better out of. Ah, I thought so. There is a slight 
cataract developing in the left eye. No, I wouldn't worry. I 
don' t think it's serious. / / we're both lucky, you'll die before 
it completely occludes your vision, Mrs. Chalupsky. Why 
don't you die, Mrs. Chalupsky? 
Precept number two. Sum up each area before you leave 
it There's not too much wrong with your head, Mrs. Cha-
lupsky. You just need care. Your hair is a crow's nest. 
Your ears are as an elephant's, filled with the greasy, yellow-
brown product of your ceruminous glands. Your face is 
ashen gray, attained, I am sure, by a combination of anemia 
and the fuzzy pubescent hair. Physiologists try to explain 
why the hair grows so on the faces of old people, Mrs. Cha-
lupsky, but I would rather think of it as the hyphae of molds 
growing from unused sweat pores. Unused since you stopped 
working. Unused since you became old and senile. Unused 
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since you attained the vegetable existence you now endure. 
I will skip your mouth today, Mrs. Chalupsky. Your wrin-
kled lips, your serpentine tongue—your malodorous cavern 
for ingestion. 
Let's listen to your heart and lungs, Mrs. Chalupsky. 
Have you been breathing well? Have you felt any pain? 
Take a deep breath and hold it. Okay, breathe regularly. 
You have some emphysema, Mrs. Chalupsky. You are defin-
itely losing lung capacity. Don't you know that this increases 
the load on your heart? Have you been coughing lately, Mrs. 
Chalupsky? I thought so. I'll give you some medicine for 
that. I'd better keep giving you the pills to pep up your 
heart, too. What was it I was giving you? Sodium benzoate, 
quinidine, digitalis, aminophylline? I can't remember and 
it makes no difference in your case, Mrs. Chalupsky, for you, 
euphemistically speaking, are on your way out. 
Now for the trunk, the trunk with its appendages. Can 
you sit up, Mrs. Chalupsky? Have you been able to walk? 
How are your bowel movements? Uh-huh. What are they 
feeding you? We'll have to get more bulk into your diet, 
Mrs. Chalupsky. Did you say your back was sore? Let's look 
at it. Yes, there are some raw spots here. We'll have to take 
care of that. Pressure necrosis! That's what it is. Decubital 
ulcers galore. Too much weight on too little area for too 
long a time. Simple as that. They aren't pretty, Mrs. Cha-
lupsky, these reddened raw holes in your hide, these serum 
seeping pits. And, they'll not likely heal with you in this 
debilitated condition. You are, indeed, Mrs. Chalupsky, a 
leper without the stigma. 
Well, we are about through for today, Mrs. Chalupsky. 
No, I'm sorry I don't have time to visit. It's not that I don't 
want to, Mrs. Chalupsky. No, really I like you Mrs. Cha-
lupsky. You elderly people are the salt of the earth, the 
source of our wisdom. It's just that I'm so busy. Yes, salt of 
the earth, from whence the word salary came. You either 
have money, insurance, or Social Security or a combination. 
Geriatric cases are money in the bank. That's better, Mrs. 
Chalupsky. Source of wisdom. Source of mistakes to be re-
peated. Source of pusillanimity. Source of martinetical mil-
itancy. Source of disparaging beliefs. Hippocrates, did you 
want me to care for this, too? Am I to live a life of self-
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abnegation to care for these obstreperous termagential, har-
ridanistic viragoes? Must I, who have studied so diligently 
and long become an obsequious adulatory gardener for these 
fleshy vegetables? 
I'll have a prescription filled for you, Mrs. Chalupsky. 
We'll get some salve and bandages for your sores and some 
pills for your lungs and heart. I'll have Mrs. Kvidera give 
you the pills morning and night. Good-bye, Mrs. Chalupsky. 
I'll see you in two weeks. Yes, that's it. Morning and night. 
Night-Blooming Cereus 
by Tessie Pappas 
Beauty alone redeems your vain abandon. 
Cup-shaped transluscence 
Suspended on a spindly tendril: 
Bloom of my labor; 
I watched you tenderly, 
Suckled you with patience, 
Nourished you with my thirst. 
Weary of the long days, anxious for the coming, 
I waited. 
Now you emerge 
Wi th sparing explanations; 
T o o fragile to contain the gratitude 
I merit. 
Beauty alone redeems your vain abandon. 
